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Unlikely Common Ground 


Author's Notes: 
Another IK Challenge complete <3 Entirely too much fun to write. Possibly a sequel coming soon, who knows. | 
don\'t know why Rockfic is eating my word count, it could be the summaries. But if you copy and pasted the 


story into word, | promise you it\'s only one thousand words. 


"| have a sister, of course I've worn a dress before." 
"Did you enjoy it?" Till asked, brows arched in casual curiousity as he tipped more of his beer back. 
"To an extent. It was summer, hot. The material breathed well and was comfortable." Christoph finished his 


beer, putting the bottle down and shrugging, "I don't have any problems admitting it. It gave Constance a laugh, 


so | really don't care." 
"Ah." 


"Why, you've never worn one?" 


"Not until the Kerrang shoot, the pantyhose were a bitch." Till snorted, finishing the bottle and putting it down 
next to Christoph's. "You seemed to handle it alright." 


"Having a sister, Mein Teil, being fairly resilient. All contributing factors." Christoph shrugged again, shifting in 
his seat to face Till. "Is there a reason for picking my brain?" 


Shit 


"We're just talking, | was curious." Till shrugged with a soft chuckle as he perked his eyebrows. "Not being too 


sensitive are we?" 


"No, you're up to something." Christoph smiled, getting up to go to the fridge to get another beer. "Want 


another?" 


"| am? Please, thank you.” Till felt nervous, frowning as he jostled his boots slightly and watched him exit to 
the kitchen 


"l'm not a professional Queen by any means, but you're curious." 
P y any Y 


Till blushed, frowning slightly as he took the beer and popped the top off after Christoph returned and handed 


it over. "Oh?" 

"I spent eighteen months in the military, | read body language and voice tone. You're also blushing, so l'm 
almost right." Christoph shrugged, cracking the seal open and frowning as he tossed the cap on the table, "It's 
nothing to be ashamed about." 

"How are you so comfortable?" 

Christoph balked faintly, laughing and shaking his head, "I don't think its comfort so much as | know it doesn't 
define me. I'm a lot more than looking okay as a woman. Sure, that's part of me and | enjoy it, but there's lots 
of other things going on" 


"Bu-" 


"Till" Christoph half frowned half pouted, mouth drawing down into a ‘C' shaped arc as he knotted his 


eyebrows. "Don't worry about it. Do you wear silk boxers?" 
Till sighed, not liking the expression since it almost made Christoph look like he was making fun, "Yes." 
"And they feel good. Right?" 


"Mmhm." 


"Okay, what's wrong with wanting to wear something that's comfortable all over?" Christoph took a pull out of 
his beer, still watching Till to make sure he answered. 


"Not when it's a dr-" 


"Jesus Christ, Lindemann. Drop the macho. So what, it's just fabric sewn differently than gender practical 


clothing. When have we ever been known to be practical, though?" 
Till blushed at Christoph's bluntness, feeling a mild pang of jealousy that he was so blase. "I suppose." 


"There you go. It's not like you go out in public like that." Christoph chuckled, propping his feet up on the table 


and looking amused. 
"No. But you?" 


"A few times, probably won't do it again. I'm noticed" Christoph was grinning wryly at that point, shrugging. 
"We'll see. I'm one of the strangest people in this band, you know that." 


"No more strange than the rest." Till sighed and drank a big gulp out of his beer, shrugging back. "You're right 
though." 


"Of course I'm right" Christoph chuckled, shaking his head before gesturing to the couch, "And you've had too 


many to drive. You can sleep in the guest room or wherever." 
"Thanks, Schneider." 


"You'd do the same for me." Christoph quirked his eyebrows as he watched Till take his boots off, tilting his 


head and smiling as he stood, "Do you want something to wear?" 


"I know. Please, | don't like sleeping in these." Till tugged faintly on the legs of the fitted jeans, chuckling as he 


removed his belt. 


"Sure." Christoph carried his beer to his room, and Till could hear light rummaging through drawers and the 


closet before a soft, "Ah! This should work" 
"Here." Christoph tossed something onto Till's lap, grinning as he left, "Night" 


“Thanks. Night, Schneider." Till partially caught the object, blinking slightly as it slid in his hand and showed to be 
much bigger than originally thought. "What the." 


Till lifted the item up, balking as it tumbled over and showed to be something more like a nightgown. Blushing 
brightly Till looked around, rolling his eyes, "You're hilarious." 


"You'll thank me, that one's too big. Keep it!" Christoph called from his room, laughing as he readied for bed. 


"Asshole." Till wrinkled his nose, looking down at the black cloth before grabbing it by the shoulders to properly 
look A nightshirt, not nightgown, jet black and made of some sort of silky material that felt good between his 


fingers. 
Why not? He said keep it. 


Till pulled his tee off, making sure the nightshirt was facing the right way before slipping it over his head. The 
fabric slid smoothly over his skin, barely snagging against his hair before settling cool and comfortable across 
his shoulders. Till fixed the three quarter sleeves, pulling his jeans off and feeling silly at his prior hesitation 
The fabric felt intensely good as it slid against his thighs while he lay down on the sofa, pulling the duvet down 
and grabbing a throw pillow. 


"| told you.” 


"Gott, Schneider - scare the hell out of mel” Till huffed, blushing hotly at the drummer as he leered over the 
back of the couch with a silly grin 


"Sorry, just wanted a peek. Gute nacht" 
"Enough. Christ, good right" Till sighed and settled back to the couch, smiling wryly as he snuggled in 

| don't mind that he's right 

Till felt something soft and warm gently press against his temple, and relaxed and closed his eyes. Christoph 


leaned up from the kiss and smoothed his hair back, walking to his room and leaving the door open in invitation. 


Nights were lonely, and sometimes waking up next to someone was pleasant. 


